of life come not to the many but to the one or the few, who communicate the truth to the many, sometimes at the cost of their own lives, always at the cost of antagonism and ridicule. A philosophy therefore which only represents in theoretical form the average practice of the average man, comes into the world still-born. It has nothing to say ; its hearers know it all, and the exact value of it all, already. And in their heart of hearts, main* even of those who have stooped to a lower ideal, and sold their birthright of hopes beyond the passing hour, for a mess of pottage in the form of material success and easy enjoyment, have a lurking contempt for the preachers of what they practise ; as many a slaveholder in America probably had for the clerical defenders of the ' divine institution.'
There is a wasting sense of inadequacy in this 'hand-to-mouth3 theory of living, which compels most of those who follow it to tread softly and speak moderately. They are generally a little vveary if not cynical; they don't think much of themselves or of their success; but the}" prefer to hold on as they have begun, rather than launch out into new courses, which they feel they have not the moral force to continue. " May I die," said the Cynic, " rather than lead a life of pleasure." u May I die," says the Epicurean, " rather than make a fool of myself." The Idealist is to them, if not